Professor Rabbit
Aaron Hunter was dying.

Everything had happened so fast.  One moment, the slender 19-year-old had been crossing the street, in accordance with the blinking "walk" signal, and the next he was on the ground, wondering what in God's name had just hit him.  In retrospect, he could hear the squealing of brakes and the shrieks of other pedestrians; he could see the green truck bearing down on him.  Then, for what seemed like forever, there was nothing but pain.

No more than a few seconds could have passed between the impact and the moment Aaron's consciousness had collected itself, for he could hear anxious voices above him:

"Oh my God, is he dead?"

"Jesus Christ!"

"Somebody call 911!  Does anyone have a cell phone?"

Someone was vomiting nearby.  Aaron could hear the retching and smell the sourness.  There was another scent, too, rolling over him in waves: the reek of alcohol and stale sweat.

A drunk driver? he wondered, his thoughts floating through a vague haze that now separated his conscious mind from the pain that had previously overwhelmed him.  Really?
"Are you drunk?  You son-of-a-bitch, look what you've done!"

"You deserve to be behind bars!"

"Don't let him go anywhere!  The ambulance is coming, ( Comma! and the cops are on their way!"

"Is the kid gonna be okay?"

It really is a drunk driver, Aaron thought.  Somehow, he found the whole situation amusing, though a moment's thought would certainly tell him that this was most likely due to shock.  I wonder if I'm going to die.  I never thought it would be like this!
The mental fog was beginning to overwhelm the young man, dragging his mind down through a swirling pool of darkness to whatever afterlife might await him.

In the very instant that Aaron felt his last, tenuous grip on life slipping away, he found himself trapped in what seemed like a net of silver light, something that must have existed only in his mind, for it could not possibly have manifested in reality.  As the metallic strands twined themselves around his spirit and buoyed him up from the depths of death, he heard a resonant voice rising from the meaningless babble of the onlookers' 
words.

"I am 
a doctor.  Let me see him."

Then a slight rush of air and warm hands were touching Aaron's cold flesh, searching for a pulse.  After several long moments, the voice spoke again:

"It is 
no use.  This boy is dead."

Oddly reassured, Aaron relaxed, letting the soft illumination of the net cradle him as his consciousness slipped into peaceful oblivion.

-----

When next Aaron came into awareness, he felt warm, safe, and very much alive.  If anything, he thought, his body felt more vigorous and whole than it ever had before the accident.  Had there been an accident?  Had he merely been dreaming?  With these questions on his mind, the boy opened his eyes to the gentle yellow glow of manmade incandescence.  He was in a small room he didn't recognize with no other furnishings than the cot on which he lay, though a small pile of clothes rested beside him on the floor.  There wasn't even a window--
just a wooden door.

Sitting up and shoving aside the thin quilt that covered him, Aaron took stock of his physical condition.  Everything seemed to be in working order.  He wasn't even bruised, which he could see clearly, for the only scrap of cloth on his body was a pair of plain white boxers.  Disturbed, he dressed himself in the provided clothes, and his mind was not eased when he discovered that they fit him perfectly.  He had just finished buttoning the jeans and was adjusting the white t-shirt when the door opened and a stranger entered.

Aaron was immediately on the defensive and observed this newcomer with wary eyes.  It was a man, perhaps a few years older than Aaron himself, and about as nondescript as it was possible for a person to be.  The only distinguishing feature Aaron could observe were the man's eyes, which were a watered-down shade of grey that could have passed for a very pale blue.

"What the hell is going on," Aaron demanded.

"A valid question," the stranger replied as a hint of a smile tickled the corners of his lips.  “ ( Quotation marks! First, let me introduce myself.  My name is Silas, and I am the one who rescued you when you were killed by that truck."

"That doesn't make any sense."

"It will in time.  If you will come with me to the kitchen, you may eat the breakfast that I have prepared for you.  I do did not know what you prefer, so I chose the typical American fare of scrambled eggs with bacon and toast."

Aaron hated to admit it, but his curiosity had been aroused beyond denia
l, and he was hungry.  Bemused, he allowed Silas to lead him downstairs and serve him a steaming plate of food.

As Aaron tucked in with a healthy appetite, Silas settled into the chair opposite his guest and steepled his fingers, observing the boy as though he were considering how best to proceed.  So far, Aaron had taken the situation with surprising good grace, but there was no telling how he would react when he had recovered enough to take in the full situation.

"Tell me, Aaron," the man said, finally.  "What do you know of death?"

Taken aback, the teen paused in his eating to survey his host once more.  "What do you mean by that?"

"What is your understanding of the afterlife? ( Question mark!  What do you believe happens after death?"

"Well," Aaron took another bite as he considered the questions.  "I guess I always thought you'd go to heaven or hell, y'know?  I was raised Catholic.  Never really thought about anything else.  Oblivion, maybe?"

Silas shook his head.  "Death is a very personal experience for a human being.  Each perceives that which they expect."

"Am I dead?"  Aaron spoke casually, but his heart pounded in his throat as he awaited an answer.

"No," Silas replied, and Aaron's body relaxed in sudden relief as the older man continued.  "You came very near to death, but I brought you back into the land of the living."

"Not that I don't appreciate it, man, but why?  What do you want from me?"  The boy's tone was suspicious.

"Do you believe in ghosts, Aaron?"

"What does that have to do with anything?"

"Do you?"

"Sure, I guess.  Why?"

"Vampires?"

"No, that's just movie stuff.  Are you gonna tell me what's going on here, or what?"  Aaron piled some of his eggs on the slice of toast and took a hearty bite.

Silas sighed.  "Very well, Aaron," he said.  "I will attempt to explain this to you in a way that you may understand."

"I'm not stupid,"  Aaron grumbled through his mouthful but allowed the older man to continue.

"In this world, each living being is scheduled to die at a certain time and place, as predetermined upon birth.  For most animals and all plants, this is not a great concern.  They live, they die, they face their oblivion.  In the case of human beings, however, the situation becomes more complicated.  We, too, must die upon our schedule, but men have become far too clever in seeking to cheat this fate."

"Who tells everyone when they're gonna die?"

Silas shrugged.  "It is foreordained.  Beyond that, I do not know.  Perhaps it is a god or perhaps a mathematical equation.  I can tell you nothing more."

"So what does all this have to do with me?"

"I will tell you.  Listen.  Now, humans have learned to cheat death; through the art of modern technology, they are able to extend their lives artificially, and through the practice of what you might call magic, some are able even to return from the dead."

"Magic?  I'm not buyin' it."  Aaron folded the toast over so he could get a better bite.  He couldn't remember the last time he'd been this hungry.  Guess dying'll do that to a person, he thought and nearly choked in his amusement.

Ignoring the teen's minor antics, Silas continued his explanation.  "Yes, magic, though I use the term only for lack of a better word.  Perhaps 'force of will' would be more appropriate.  Much of the human brain remains untapped, despite a modern obsession with its function, and therein lies a great deal of power.  In any case, this leads to such anomalies as ghosts, vampires, reincarnation.  Many men that should be dead are not, whether it be because they will not allow themselves to die or because they have found a new life after death."

"You'll understand if I find this a little hard to believe, there, Silas," Aaron commented as he scraped the last few scraps of food from his plate.

"Of course.  I found it difficult, myself, when I first heard it two hundred years ago and more."

"No way you're two hundred.  If you are, what does that say about your 'predetermined time of death,' huh?"

"Patience, Aaron.  Certain individuals - and this is rare, perhaps one in a century at most - are born without a sealed fate.  They are called 'Indeterminates,' and this is where you come in, as do I.  This is the important part, so please do not interrupt," Silas added, when it seemed the boy was about to say something.  "I am one of these.  At the age of 23, I came as close as you did this day to a final death in a hunting accident.  It was a foolish thing.  My companions and I had dug a bear pit, ( Comma! and I, drunk, failed to note our markings in the night and fell in, impaling myself on a spike.  I do not believe my fellow hunters ever discovered what happened to me, for I was rescued and revived by a man who instructed me to call him Thanatos, and he brought me away from that place to be his apprentice, as I have done for you, this day."

"Apprentice?"

"Yes, Aaron.  For I, now, and Thanatos, and I seek to pass the title on to you."

"What does it mean?"

"Thanatos is the guardian of death," Silas replied, and the grey in his eyes began to grow brighter until it was a brilliant silver.  "Immortal, powerful, master of life and that which comes after."  His words took on an incantational quality as though he spoke them by rote.  "It is the duty of Thanatos to uphold Nature's balance by extinguishing that which is meant to die and preserving that which must live.  By accepting the title, you will obtain power beyond your wildest imaginings, but with that power comes the knowledge that the fate of all life rests upon your shoulders—and yours alone!"

Eyes wide as saucers, Aaron stared up at his host, who had risen to his feet and was now clutching a pendant that had previously been concealed beneath his shirt.

"Aaron, by preserving you from your death, I have granted you this opportunity for a life that may last as long as you wish it.  You must choose, and you must do so now.  Will you accept this power, or will you sink back into oblivion and die, like any other?"

"I can't just decide something like that!  I don't even know if I believe you, man, come on!"

"It must be now!"  Silas' voice was filled with something that Aaron could only describe as power.  "If you choose to accept this fate, I will be your mentor in all things until you are ready to take on this burden, but you can not change your mind until a new Indeterminate is born."

Overwhelmed, confused, and unsure of the reality of the whole situation, Aaron could do nothing but continue to stare for several moments until Silas' unnatural voice boomed forth once more:

"Decide!"

Taking a deep breath, and praying he would not regret his decision, Aaron rose to his feet, head held high, and gave his answer.

"I accept!"


Characters
You did very well with your characters! Silas and Aaron both were their own two persons. Silas sounded wise and intelligent—I really liked him. 

I had a little issue with Aaron. At one point, he’s a stubborn teenager. At the next, he’s a mature adult. (He doesn’t argue but handles the situation responsibly.) Make him one or the other unless you plan to keep him like this. It can be realistic if you make it realistic. It wasn’t a major issue, so you’re doing something right, but still. Make him more…believable. Assuming this to be a Young Adult read, you really want a believable teenager.

Description
You lack in this area. It’s mostly dialogue (except in the beginning when the actual accident occurred). You can describe so many things: the bed he’s sleeping on, the room he’s sleeping in, the food he’s eating (Did his eggs get cold by the time the conversation ended?), Silas’ or Aaron’s nervous habits (these are wonderful characterizations by the way), and so on and so forth.

Also, I need a time period. You seemed a little confused as to when this actually took place. Is it meant to take place today? Or is it meant to take place 50 years ago? Rethink your time period and whether cell phones and cars are appropriate. (There you go! Describe some of the cars he was walking by.) 

Dialogue
Some of the dialogue did not seem…realistic. Again, look at your time period. Did they use contractions? Did they speak like that? Some of Aaron’s teenager moments were very good. (Man, c’mon, etc.) It’s as if you are a teenager! But really, take a look at that. “I am a doctor.” That’s a little kindergarten-ish.
Overall
This is rather excellent, I’d say. It was very fantasy-ish (dunno if you meant that), but I really liked it. It was a mysterious feeling with Silas, and I want to know more. Surely you’ll continue this? I think I’d like to read more.
�I’m in love with you right now. You’re my favoritest person in the world. You used this apostrophe correctly. I just want to come up to your front door and hug you when you open it.


�No contractions?


�No contractions?


�Didn’t’ seem like a good enough pause there.


�This doesn’t seem like a normal response. It somewhat makes sense, but… he doesn’t know the guy that well. A simple “…What?” would work. 


�Something tells me this is too early. He met the guy only two mini-paragraphs ago, and they only exchanged one or two lines each. AND he just woke up. Is there no sleep in his eye or something? 


�Yes, so far, I think we’re rushing. Aaron hardly had a chance to handle a situation. As far as Aaron knows, it was a normal car accident. Why should he not handle this with good grace?


�This seemed to have jumped out of character for both of them, and it doesn’t sound realistic at all. Rather, it sounds cliché.





